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Snack Time 


Bundled under four layers of clothes, three layers of pants, a red scarf wrapped too tight around his neck, 
gloves, wool hat and large earmuffs, Lars grumbled, "Who's fucking bright idea was this?" 


"Shut up," James said. 

"We should be doing this inside the cabin" 

"Is not that cold” 

"We're in Big fucking Bear and it's five fucking degrees. That constitutes as cold." 

"Well" James nestled another marshmallow stick against the fire. "This is what you get." 


"For what?" 


"Never having s‘mores." 


"YES | HAVE!" 
"Not properly." 


"Oh yeah, properly. Being outside in nature, under the stars, next to a fire in the middle of nowhere." Lars 
shivered. "Fuck you and your properly bullshit” 


James turned to his right, grabbing the box of graham crackers and the Hershey bar. "We're almost done." 
"Damn right we are." Lars rocked back and forth on the log, thick puffs of breath filtering out from his scarf. 
"Can't believe | let you talk me into doing this. Fucking could be inside, drinking cider, eating Toblerone, watching 
fucking Die Hard, maybe sucking you off-" 

"Lars" 

"What?" 

"Shut the fuck up." 


"Fine." 


They sat in silence as James finished up making their treats. The gooey marshmallow center oozed with the 


Hershey chocolate as he pressed each pair of graham cracker squares together. 
Once he made six s'mores, he placed one on a napkin and handed it over to Lars. 


"Fucking finally," Lars said, and he yanked his scarf down with one hand, shoving the entire s'more into his 


mouth with the other. 

A symphony of expressions overcame Lars in succession. First: surprise, his eyebrows shooting up, his eyes 
blowing wide. Second: pondering, with his big chipmunk cheeks chewing the s'more little by little. Finally: 
satisfaction, as he made a comical swallow and grinned from ear-to-ear. 

Lars turned to James and said, "Okay. You were right." 

"Told you." 

"Fuck you too. Gimme another." 


James chuckled and passed another stmore over to Lars. "Merry Christmas, Lars." 


"Glædelig jul, min skat” Then Lars scarfed down another s'more, making loud, pleased smacking noises the whole 


time. 


